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Summary: I am The first one to die, I have given life to Eight 
children. However, They have turned to attacking innocents and 
Murder, I will not stand for this, I will Destroy them. And Ease the 
hundreds of dead souls. And I will get my revenge on my Killer. 
Warning: May contain inferred Rape or Child abuse. 


Blood and morals 

**RATED: (M) For mature Audiences.** 

**Warning: this story contains Violence, Gore, Murder, Killing, 
Inferred Rape or Pedophiles, Caution is advised, those whom have weak 
stomachs are advised to not Read this Story.** 

**This will not repeat in any other chapters,** 

**I have warned you.** 

There once was a man. 

No, A boy... but he should be considered a man. 

This boy had been living on the streets, his parents dead, and no one 
to turn to due to a Fire, He had seen them scream and writhe in the 
flames, the boy was never the same. 

He saw some people on the streets, looking like gangsters talking to 
his father. A few hours before the fire, the man said something like 
"Last chance." 

He was scared, and could barely sleep that night, and thats what 
saved him. 


The boy let a tear roll down his face. 



No realitives. 


No Friends 

No people taking pity. 

No one. 

But then he turned to the only place he was Familiar with; 

Freddy's Pizza... 

This place was a quick food stop. Nothing noticable but a single 
animatronic, 

Freddy . 

The boy set out, asking people for directions. Some helped, others 
didn ' t 

Now you may wonder. . . 

Why? 

Why this place. Why not the orphanage or a police 
station? 

Simple . 

The police wouldn't care, and the orphanage staff would sell him to 
the pedophilles on the streets. He had seen it happen. Over and over 
again. His mother and father never drove on that street. 

It was the only place he was familiar with. 

The only place he would find Decent, If overpriced. Food, and use the 
water fountain as his water... 

But, he had to earn money. 

So he finally arrived. . . 

The small boy was trudging through dirt, mud and burn't out 
cigarettes that occasionally appeared, casually disgarded on the side 
of the street. 

The small boy had Dead, Blue eyes, Sandy hair color, and a germanish 
looking appearance. He had on his mother's coat, and his father's 
hat, which blocked out the sun. He trudged, and trudged, for hours 
and hours on end. He had collapsed to one knee and sobbed deliriously 
multiple times, but got up every time. Always fighting the 
overwhelming doubt in his mind. 

He had not slept for a day or so, his small throat was parched, and 
his stomach grumbled almost constantly, but he had to push on, he had 
to . 

_ 'You won't make it...' __the voice said. The boy sniffled, "Shut 
up..." he said out loud, the voice talked to him Occasionally, Mostly 
trying to degrade him. but he ignored it. 



He had not but the weight of a adult sized coat, and his own 
Clothing. His breath was slow and brought a chill to his lungs every 
time he drew breath. He collapsed once again, out of tirdness, he 
began to lay on the side of the road. 

He did not know how long he had been asleep. His eyes and nose had 
boggers clogging his senses. Musk was at the corner of his lips. His 
hunger was intensified and he felt the need to drink water, no mater 
how dirty or how clean. 

He drew his thought away from drinking out of the dirty puddle, and 
he slowly got up, his muscles sored and he Slowly tredged on. Every 
so ofter a car or so passed by him, blasting him with air. His coat 
was wet and his hat faired no better, afterall you can't sleep in the 
wet ground and expect any different. 

He finally saw the building. Instead of running he slowly tredged 
onwards, his muscles screamed at him, but he finally arrived to his 
safe haven, he hoped with all his heart that the manager would hire 
him, and if not... 

He pulled his mind away from that, and soon arrived at the front 
doors. He took a nervious breath. His hand a few centimeters away 
from the handle. Nervously he grabbed the handle. And 
opened . 

XXX 

When the boy opened the door. At first, there was no reaction. The 
place had Four rooms, A bathroom. The Dining room, A kitchen, and the 
Office, Which was located in the back of the building, six tables 
laid out for dining, he quickly seeked out the manager, and begged 
for a job, anything. The manager took one look and said "You expect 
to make a good impression with those clothes boy?" 

The boy Flinched, quietly he said: "These are my only clothes sir." 
the manager glared at him and said "Boy, Go home, you can't work, 
your a child." "Please sir, I have no home or family, and I can't go 
anywere ! " "Get out of here." the man said waving his Arm. "I can't!" 
The boy said Almost crazily. He left his hat and coat on a chair. Two 
employyee ' s grabbed the boy, and "escorted" him out. 

The boy pounded on the glass doors, "PLEASE!" the boy sobbed 
hystericly, as he got thrown out. He did not notice the purple car 
pulling up... A man stepped out. Holding a kitchen knife in reverse 
grip... And stepped up. Casting the shadow over the boy. The boy 
turned around. "Escuse me..." the boy sniffed. "What is wrong kid?" 
The man inquired in a supprisingly scary-kind Voice. The boy stepped 
back fearfully. The man simply put on a kind, warm smile. 

"Come kid. I'll show you a place into the kitchens, I work here." The 
kid didn't trust him, not one bit, "B-But I have T-to go." he said 
fearfully. His stomach groaned, the man smiled, and walked. The boy 
Followed Cautiously and slowly NOt knowing of his approaching Doom, 
When he turned the second corner he looked around, "Where a-" His 
voice was cut off by a knife, stuck in his wind pipe. The boy 
immediatly tried to scream. But he couldn't, instead came the sound 
of a gurgle as he choked on his blood. "P-Please." he somehow choked 
out. he tried struggling. But all was futile, as he was restrained by 



the man. He felt somthing harden As he struggled futiley. The man 
Smiled evily And simply Pulled down his pants. The childs look of 
pure terror Adorned his Childish face. He choked out a final: 
"Please..." Which the man said: **"You Can't Stop me." ** And 
Approached the small boy. 

**And So the First child has died. What will happen next?** 


End 
f ile . 



